A L O VERS 

Are errors of the blood none’ of the mind: 
Loue made them not, with a6hire they may be, 


By how much of me their teproch containes, 

Among the many that mine eyes haue feene, 

Not one whofe flame my hart fo much as wanned, 

Or my affe&ion put to th, fmalleft teenc. 

Or any of my leifures euer Charmed, 

Harmc haue I done to them but nere was harmed, 

Kept hearts in liueries,but mine owne was free. 

And raignd commaunding in his monarchy. 
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Looke heare what tributes wounded fancies fent me, 

Of paly d pearles and rubies red as blood: 

Figuring that they their paflions Iikewile lent me 
Of°reefe and blufhes, aptly vnderftood 
In bloodlefle white, and the encrimfoa’d mood, 

Effefts of terror and deare modefty, 

Encampt in hearts but fighting outwardly. s , 

And Lo behold thefe tallcnts of their heir. 

With twifted mettle amoroufly empleacht 
1 h aue receau d from many a federal faire. 

Their kind acceptance, wepingly befeecht. 

With th’ annexions of faire gems inricht. 

And deepe brain’d fonnets that did amplifie 
Each ftones deare Nature, worth and quallity. 

The Diamond?why twas beautifull and hard. 

Whereto his inuif d properties did tend. 

The deepe greene Emrald in whofe frefh regard, 

Weake fights their fickly radience do amend. 

The heaiten hewd Saphir and the OpaU Wend 



Where neither Party is nor tre w nor kind. 

They fought their fhame that fo their fhame did find, 
And fo much leffe of fhame in me remaines, 
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With obiedts manyfold ; each feuerall ftone. 

With wit well blazond fmil’d or made fome mone, 

To all thefe trophies ofaffe£fionshoc. 

Of penfiu’d and fubdew’d defires the tender. 

Nature hath chargd me that 1 hoord them not. 

But yeeld them vp where I my felfe muft render: 

That is to you my origin and endcr ? 

For thefe of force muft your oblations be, 

Since I their Aulter, you enpatrone me. 

Oh then aduance(of yours J that phrafeles hand, 

Whofe white weighes downe the airy fcale of praifo. 
Take all thefe fimilics to your owne command. 

Hollowed with fighes that burning lunges did raife: 

What me your minifter for you obaies 
Workes vnder you, and to your audit comes 
Their diftraif parcells.in combined fummes. 

Lo this deuice was fent me from a Nun, 

Or Sifter fan&ified of holieft note. 

Which late her noble fuit in court did fhun, 

Whofe rarefthauings made the blofloms dote. 

For fhe was fought by (pints of ritcheft cote. 

But kept cold diftance,and did thence remoue, 

To fpend her liuing in eternall loue. 

But oh my fweet what labour ift to leauc. 

The thing we haue uot.maftring what not ftriues. 

Playing the Place which did no forme receiue, 

Playing patient fports in vneonftraind giues. 

She that her fame fo to her felfe contriucs. 

The fcarres of battaile fcapeth by the flight. 

And makes her abfence valiant,not her might. 

Oh pardon me in that my boaft is true, 

I, The 
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